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« Cultivation is as necessary to the mind, as food is to the body.” 


“If good we plant not, vice will fill the place ; 
And rankest weeds the richest soils deface. 
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To correspondents: —* VaLERIA” is not entirely desti- 
tute of merit, though not sufficiently oorrect for insertion. 
We would by no means advise the Author to put into ex- 
ecution the threat made in case of our refusai to insert the 


communication. 





« Whether “Apnrira” was handed to us as original or 


not, we are unable to determine; but if copied, the one 
whodone it should have been careful to pointgat,and net im- 
pose the task upon the poor printer, who, if he makesa 
mistake, must bear the censure of the Author, and the 
taunts and jibes of the community.” An interview with 
the pesron who sent it, is requested. 





Our correspondent at Middletown is informed that his 
communication does not come within the perview of the 
DAWN, and of course cannot be inserted. 

We would cheerfully gratify him, but under existing 
circumstances, it would be extremely imprudent for us 
to meddle with the subject. Our paper was never in- 
tended asa medium for political discussion, and though 
the affair complained of is highly derogatory to the char- 
acter of those who suppose themselves “dressed up in 
brief authority,” and deserves the severe censure of our 
fellow-citizens, and should be discountenanced by the 
rising generation, it would be stepping out of our proper 
course to’give publicity to the article in question. 

We applaud the Republican principles of the Author, 
and the spirit of his writing, and hope that he will :est 
contented when we inform him that the subject will e’er 


rey. be taken notice of by those whose duty it is to attend 
toit. 
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“LANCASHIRE” was received too late for this number, 
it shall appear in our next. 

Our subscribers ata distance whom we have not had 
an opportunity of calling upon, will find their accounts 
in the hands of the different Postmasters, with whom we - 
wish them to settle. 


FOR THE DAWN, 


ESSAY ON PATRIOTISM. 


“ Breathes there a man with soul so dead 
Who never to himself hath said 
This is my own dear native land.” 


Every person possessed of refined feelings has an in- 


‘stinctive reverence for the land of his nativity, and re- 


gards it with maternal affection. It is a principle im- 
planted in us by the Supreme ruler of the Universe, no 
doubt for great and good purposes. ‘he {ndian prefers 
the freedom of his native forests to the tramels of civila- 
zation:—his precarious subsistence by fishing and the 
chase, to the More certain rewards which attend the cul- 
tivation of the soil. @ The Laplander sees move pleasure 
in his snow-clad playps than in the blooming fields of Ita- 
ly: and would think it misery to exchange his flocks and 
smoky hovel forthe noblest mansion in the “Rome of 
the Sea.” 

This amor patria has furnished an inexhaustible theme 
for the poet and historian, and will still continue so te 
do; as long as virtue and honor are cherished amon 
men. We above all people have occasion to be thank- 
ful for the civil, religious, and political benefits which the 
blood of our fore-fathers purchased, and which have now 
become our birth-right. But in vain will they have bled 
if we neglect to render ourselves competent to secure 


what they have pet Providence has wisely denied 


us the faculty of -prescience:—no man can foresee the 
situation in which a concurrence of events may place him, 
it therefore behoves every one who values himself as an 
American, to rénder himself qualified to fill any station 
to which he may be called. Ambition has been denom- 
inated a crime :—it is so when it would sacrifice publi¢ 
weal tor private aggrandizement :—but itis a sterlin 

virtue when it 1s shrouded under the name of emulation, 
and acts as a spur to ewertion. The sword is not the 
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enly weapon which a patriot is called upon to wield in 
his country’s cause ;—the Pen is often an effective and 
much-dreaded instrument. Our youth should therefore 
be taught to wield it with dexterity, and every effort to 
that effect deserves public approbation.. It is with no 
small small degree of satisfaction that I have pecused the 
numbers of the “ Dawn” which your politeness*fas in- 
duced you to transmit me. The youth,of Wilmington 
cannot better devote a portion of their time, than by aid- 
ing you in the undertaking. From a knowledge acquired 


by a residence among them, I am convinced they can 


write, and no doubt will. To the ladies you will not ap- 
peal in vain for assistance ;—for though they are— 


“Impatient, coy, and hard to please 
And variable as the shade 
By the light quivering aspin made,” 


Yet they are ever prompt to render assistance and aid 
the deserving. Their patriotism is undoubted and their 
influence felt and acknowledged in.all civilized commu- 
nities. . 
Rinapo, °. 
Washington City, July 21, 1822. | 





From the Juvenile Gazette. 


(Concluded from page 44. ) 


He had almost gained the mouth of this dreadful gulph 
when the noise of it aroused him from his stupor., Af- 
frighted he stared around him in despair. ‘The surround- 
ing scenery, a rapid stream dashed with impetuosity 
from rock to rock—dreadful shelves and hanging precipi- 
ces—grim darkness anf roaring floods, aad a bottomless 
gulph, with wide yawning mouth—impressed nothing but 
horror, anguish and dismay. Nothing but destruction 
surrounded him; he implored for help, but no help was 
afforded; he burst in loudest notes of fear and anguish— 
‘*( that [ had not taken the draught that brings me to 
this dreadful end!°No hope-of assistance! all despon- 
dency, fear and pain! O where for succonr shall [ turn ! 
No friend to rescue me from perdition! O forsaken and 


‘undone man that I am; who shall deliver me from these 
dreadful, sights and sensations! A dreadful end awaits 


mel There the frightful mouth of the dark, raging gulph, 
wapes.fowreceive my distressed soul! would to God my 
pamishtment ended here! but O what pain awaits me at- 
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ter death! © the transition is from horrible to tenfold 
horrible! O 1 draw nearer and nearer tomy end! O 
save me!~-save me!” With these expressions he was 
swallowed down the gulph of Death! My soul shudders 


ed within me at such a sight. 


Having thus seen the eventuation of a draught of the 


spring*of Intemperance, I turned my attention to those 
who were still pressing to its destructive stream. I ex- 
horted them to refrain From it, to abhor it, for it inevitably 
Jed to adreadful end. But my entreaties were vain.— 
1 was grieved tosee many of them reject my injunctions 
and embark for a dreadful exit. I thought I saw one 
youth embark; I rushed forward to rescue him, seized 
the prow of his boat, and madea violent effort to drag it 
on * patel and the shock awoke me. | 

How gratified was I to find that these scenes were all 
imaginary. But on second thought, alter the transports 
of the moment were over, I found it to be a picture of real 
life. How many youths do we see fiving with swiftness 
to the glass, the head of habitual intemperance ; how ma- 
ny do we see on board the bark that conveys them down 
to death; how many do we see squandering away their 
fortunes iu dissipation; how many do we see in a stupor, 
insensible of the destruction which is nigh at hand; how 
many do we see crying for deliverance when it is impos- 
sible to save them; how many do we see who are driven 
to anguish and despair, swallowed up in death, while in 
this condition. 

Dear reader, whoever you be, let me prevail upon you 
to refrain from the intoxicating bowl, there is a latent 
poison in the draught, shun it as you would an adder in 
the grass. One draught isthe precursor of another, eve- 
ry draught produces insatiable thirst.- Touch it not, lest 
you embark on the stream of Intemperance, your fortune 
forsakes you ; lest you fall into brutish insensibility, your 
body becomes afilicted with disease, you sink into des- 
pondency, and eventually plunge, unprepared, into the 
gulph of death. Think when you seize the bowl, that in 
it lurks the poison to bereave you of your life. 


H, 


From the Juvenile Repository. 

Messrs. Editors, | 
Honor and Honesty are the principal charae 

by which a man is generally esteemed. Honor ¢ 
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in doingour duty, first to our great Benefactor, second] y 
to our neighbors, and all mankind. No matter what pro- 
fession or occupation we may follow, we always can be 
honorable if we perform our business in an upright and 
virtuous manner. How often has the poor, pious and 
honorable man been forgotten amidst the splendor of the 
rich ? and why ? because wealth has many admirers, and 
particularly attracts the attention of the people ; and ad- 
versity on the other hand being more afflicting and the 
touchstone whereby man’s real worth is tried, has but 
few. Se thenif a good action is done by a man in pros- 
perity, he receives far more honor than would have been 
given to a poor man; but, were justice done, both should 
obtain the same; but alas! there are some who have 
wealth in view and consider it as honor. But we know 
they are mistaken—for Pope describes it thus : 


‘¢ Honor and shame from no condition rise, 
© Act well your part, there all the honor lies.” | E. S. 





(SELECTED. | 


ww 
COUR t sHIP. 

The most sentimental courtship which we have ever 
heard or read of took place not long since within the circle 
of our acquaintance. Loutsa was the only child of a 
gentleman. who blessed with affluence, had spared no 
pains to improve by aliberal education, the graces which 
nature had lavished upun his daughter—In short! Louisa 
was an heiress, and like other heisesses, had a numerous 
train of suitors. 


‘¢ Among the rest young Wiliam bowed 
But never talk’ d of love.” 


He was a young man of inestimable worth and talents, 
which Louisa was not the last discovered but he possessed 
no small share of that diffidence; usually attendant on 
true merit. Their eyes had long confessed a mutual 
flame before he could muster the couragé to disclose his 
passion. Chance threw inhis way a golden opportunity. 
They were alone. After an awkward silence 6f suine 
minutes, he advanced and took herhand. « Louisa ?’— 
his voice faultered—he could not utteranother word; but 
his eloquent countenance spoke the rest. Louisa under- 
stood him, and overwhelmed with confusion, stammered 
out—** Go—ask my Father.” 


Necessity and ability live next door te one another. 
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Anecdote of Logman, surnamed the Sage. 

Logman’s master having one day given him a bitter ap- 
ple to eat, he devoured it without repugnance —Astonish- 
ed at this act of obedience, his master asked him how he 
could eat a fruit so disagreeable tothe taste. ‘ You have 
given me many sweets, replied the sage, and it would be 
surprising if I could not eat the only bitter fruit I ever 
received from you.” An admirable lesson! it is a prac- 
ticable maxim, similar to the truly pious reflection of Job 
which every heart in pain should remember—* Have I 
received good from the hands of God, and shall I not re- 
ceive evil.” 


An Irish officer of draggoons, on the continent, on 
hearing that his mother had been married since he left 
Ireland, exclaimed—“there is that mother of mine mar- 
ried again, I hope she wont have a son older than me, for 
if she has I shall be cut out of my estate!!” 








SLANDER. 
Less cruel they who rob the hives 
Of honey bees, then take their lives, 
Than he who fame destroys. 
For he deprives you of life’s food, 
Yet lets you linger on, to brood 
re O’er life’s empoisoned joys. 
——m =. 1000 = 
FOR THE DAWN, 
On visiting the Trinity Church, near Wilmington, 


Once more [ tread this sacred ground 
Where all is silence most profound; 
Save sighing winds, that through this pile 

Sweep murmering down the hollow aisle; 
And birds of eve when flitting by 

W ith plaintive chirp, and mournful cry. 

Within those walls full many a prayer 

Has risen to God; ascending there 

Perfumed with blood, that can alone 

For guilty man’s dark sins attone. 

Here many a heart has found a balm 

‘Their doubts to quell, and fears to calm; 

From sEsus’ wei sweet comfort flow’d, 
Comfort the world had ne'er bestow’d ») 

That fill’d their hearts with joy and peace, 
And bid their drooping sorrows cease. 
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Here many a form in earth repose, 
Their names these sculptured stones disclose, 
Whose love, and grief, and hatred o’er 
Are vex’d with worldly cares no more. 
The high grass waves o’er many a grave; 
O’er patriot heart, that once was brave, 
That long for freedom’s banner sought, 
And for his country nobly fought. 

Here the rough lab’ring sons of toil, 
That for support dug deep the soil, 
Repose within the silent tomb! 

And o’er their graves the violets bloom, 
Is seen as fair and freshly drest, 

As e’er it deck’d the rich man’s breast.— 
The peasant that was once afraid 

Of wealthy man, now here is laid, 

Upon the same cold earthly bed; 

No more his cruel scorn to dread. 

Here age, and middle-age within the tomb, 
All share alike the grave’s dark gloom! 
The infant too, that once could smile, 
And mother’s heart of care beguile, 

Lies silent here in icy death, 

Nor longer draws its balmy breath. 
Distinction far from here is fled, 

It ne’er disturbs the sleeping dead.— 
Ah! death, how many hast thou slain, 
Will nought arrest thy tyrant reign? 
Sin, sin, thou art the cause of all 

The evils that on man can fall; 

If thou had’st, never shown thy face, 
Death’s icy touch, we ne’er could trace! 
But since it is Jenovan’s will, 

That death should prove our conqueror still, 
Can we, when summon’d, dare repine? 
O no, we should our all resign; 

And bow submissive to the rod, 

That’s sent us by a gracious cop. 

O when my check grows ashy pale. 

And dimmest light mine eyes assail, 
May iy last breath be given to THEE, 
Dear Loxn that first it gave to me, 


Marv. 
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ait THE DAWN. <p 
THE FAREWELL- 


Severe the pang, when friends must part, 
And hope no joy ¢an borrow, 

To cheer the sad regretting hearf, 
And soothe its pensive sorrow. 


In fancy’s view, extended wide, 
Lands rise and oceans sever; 

And o’er the mind dark prospects glide 
“To say, we part forever. 


er At such an hour, to say farewell! 
Is more than grief and sadness; 

My aching bosom’s throbbings tell, 

9 lis anguish, pain and madness. 


And yet—farewell! thou must not go 
Without one parting token; 

A blessing, breathed from heart of woe, 
A heart thy loss had broken. 


Cold, sleeping in the grave I'll be, 
When other friends caress thee; 
When thou return’st, oh! think on me, 
When greeting hearts shal! bless thee. 
Oh! fare thee well! may Heaven’s best care 
Thy parting footsteps follow! 
Ne’er may’st tbou shed one bitter tear, 
Or feel one anxious sorrow! 


And take my fondest prayer with thee, 
Forget, forget me never; 
In Heaven I hope to meet with thee, 
Where no decree shall sever. 
. ROSALINE. 
Wilmington, Del, 


The Dawn is published twice a month, by Lewis 
Witson, No. 105, Market Street, Wilmington, Del. at 
75ets. a year, payable half yearly in advance. 


pp All letters to the Editor must be post paid, 








